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The Tunnel 

 
--------------------------------------------------------------- 

Note: This scene is from the perspective of Anzien, after running into the 
Ruins of G’Shiyrah to find Taybor, and the missing recruit. 

--------------------------------------------------------------- 
 
Seconds later, she rounded a corner and found herself peering down 

a long, empty stone tunnel, stretching on for hundreds of feet. The walls 
were carved with strange symbols, and the ceiling was so low she would 
have to duck her head to fit through it.  

The figure in white appeared suddenly, standing at the far end. 
“Hey!” she shouted, her voice echoing down the long chamber. 
The figure swiftly slipped away, and Anzien looked around 

nervously. It would be a long walk down that tunnel. It was too narrow to 
have her weapons out, and she would be vulnerable—easily trapped by 
any threat deciding to box her in. She remembered the recruit who’d 
fallen behind in the woods earlier; the haunting look in his eyes as he was 
swallowed by the brume’s icy fog. 

Anzien took a deep breath, gathered her courage, and resolved to 
push forward…for Jorig. I will not lose another recruit. 

She sheathed her weapons and ducked to enter the strange, 
unnatural tunnel. Her heart pounded in her chest, and her footsteps 
echoed loudly in the cramped space. I can do this. It’s just a passage. 
There are no such things as curses. She slid her palm along the rough 
ceiling of the tunnel as she made her way deeper in, occasionally glancing 
back toward the entrance. The circle of dim light where she had entered 
seemed far behind. She would have guessed she was nearly half-way 
through, but looking forward, it appeared she still had most of the way to 
go. 



Anzien picked up the pace, and soon felt the ground beneath her 
feet change. There was a disquieting crunching sound with every step, 
though it was too dark to see why. She pushed on, taking care not to 
bump her head on the ceiling, which seemed somehow lower than when 
she first entered. 

Sweat trickled down her forehead, stinging her eyes. When did it get 
so hot in here? She paused to wipe her brow. The ceiling definitely felt 
lower. How is that possible? It looked uniform from the outside. She 
continued on, crouching, as she journeyed through. Several more 
minutes passed, and it appeared she was making good progress toward 
the other side, but there was significantly less room to move. The walls 
and ceiling had changed from stone to hard packed dirt, which fell down 
onto her when she brushed against it.  

Her pace was slowed as she was forced into a low crouch. Almost 
there. She would reach the other side soon, if she could just keep going. 
She breathed in the warm air, keeping her eyes focused on the exit as the 
tunnel continued to narrow. Anzien again paused. If she wanted to keep 
going, she would have to continue from here on her hands and knees. 
She glanced back, and her heart leapt into her throat. The light at the 
entrance was gone. Either it had gone dark on the other side, or 
something was blocking it. 

The decision was made for her, and she quickly scrambled through 
the opening toward the only visible exit. The space shrank further as she 
crawled, and she was forced to lower herself onto her forearms, scraping 
them on the rough, uneven ground as she pressed forward. Trails of dirt 
fell as she clambered through, falling into her eyes and making it difficult 
to see. 

Anzien stopped suddenly, listening. A crackling, scratching sound, 
like a rodent scurrying through a pile of dead brush, echoed down the 
tunnel from behind. The space had grown too tight for her to look back, 
and panic reared up inside her, threatening to obliterate all thought. Her 
chest rose and fell rapidly; her breaths coming quick and shallow. She 
could feel blood dripping from the raw flesh on her arms where the skin 
had been scraped away. 

The scurrying sound behind her grew louder, and she was gripped by 
a powerful wave of panic. She thrashed, wriggling frantically on her belly 
through the tiny space, stretching, reaching, and fighting desperately 



toward the small circle of light just a few feet away. She heard herself 
screaming, but the voice sounded like it belonged to someone else. 
Whatever was scratching at the walls of the tunnel was getting closer. 

Anzien squirmed and kicked, but it was no use. She was stuck. Her 
mind betrayed her, and she began picturing the horror scrabbling up 
from behind. Something scraped along the bottom of her boot, and she 
screamed. This time, it was her own voice. She began kicking wildly, and 
her mind was emptied of all thought as her body, flooded with 
adrenaline, devolved into a state of pure, reptilian survival. 

She failed to register something grabbing hold of her arms, until 
they were nearly pulled out of their sockets. There was a sharp pain along 
her ribs as they scraped the sides of the tunnel. Whatever held her arms 
yanked again, and she slid forward a few more inches. Pain bloomed in 
her leg and she screamed as something sharp dug into it, exploring her 
flesh. Another painful tug on her arms, and she was outside the tunnel, 
kicking and flailing wildly. 

The dirt in her eyes prevented her from seeing who or what had 
pulled her free. 

It’s right behind me! She flailed, scrambling away. 
“Ouch! Tsierig! Calm down, it’s me! It’s Taybor!” 
Hearing the familiar voice, Anzien stopped flailing. She sat shaking 

on the wet grass, wiping the dirt from her eyes. 
“You’re hurt.” he said, kneeling down beside her.  
With her vision partially restored, she stared wide-eyed at the dark 

hole in the small mound before her. It wasn’t clear if there was 
movement inside, or if it was just her mind playing tricks. 

“Taybor,” she said, slowly regaining control of her faculties. 
She turned toward him, and watched as he tore off a piece of his 

inner shirt, using the fabric to wrap the wound on her calf. “Could be 
worse,” he said, “but we’ll need to clean it up once we’re out of here. 
What in the world were you doing in there?” 

Anzien racked her brain for an answer, but thinking felt like 
swimming through muddy water. “Tunnel. There…there was someone…” 
she trailed off. 

Taybor furrowed his brow. “Never mind.” He stood and looked 
around. “Can you walk?” 



“Yeah, I think so.” Anzien stood with his help. She brushed some of 
the dirt from her clothes and looked down at her injury. Blood had begun 
to soak through Taybor’s makeshift bandage. 

 
 


